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Advertiſement. 


HE Characters in the following 
Piece, though Originals, the Au- 
thor is afraid are drawn ſo poorly, that 
they will redound but little to his Praiſe ; 
Vet if Youth and Unexperience in 
theſe Matters can plead an Excuſe, none 


can challenge it more juſtly than Him- 
ſelf. 


It was wrote about a Year ago, at the 
Deſire of a few particular Friends, and 
is now at their Requeſt made public 
It pleaſed them, and if it ſhould have 
the ſame Effet on the Reader, it will 


amply compenſate for the Pains he has 
taken in the Compoſition, 


He takes this Opportunity of returning 
Thanks to the Gentleman, to whom he 
is indebted for one of the principal 
Scenes in the Second Act, and ſeveral 
other Hints throughout the whole Piece. 
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PROLOGUE. 


PROLOGUES, like Pray rs, imploring for Succeſs, 
Where Authors humble ruery Fear expreſs, © N 
Where Eloquenxe in all ber Charms may plead, \ + 

For youthful Errors haply intercede; 


The generous Heart to Pity oft may move, 


And gain (O wondrous ſtrange I) the Critic's Love: 

This ſoothing Way ſuch Bards may juſtly claim, 

Whoſe Merits challenge an immortal Fame; 

Who, frilld in Nature's all-perſuaſive Art, 

Can rouſe each Paſſion, tear or melt the Heart : 

Our Author claims not their engaging Style, 

He only hopes to win th applauding Smile, 

Implores you'll not his firſt Attempt refuſe, 

The petty Trifle of a youthful Muſe. 

Odd is the Theme by which he means t engage, 

But Oddities are common in this Age) 

Inſtead of Wit and Senſe our Lives to grace, 

Fine Compliments and Flatt'ry now take Place; 

; That's odd you'll think, but what is odder yet, 

Such fulſome Stuff is counted Senſe and Mit. 

The Man of Taſte, the briſk gay jemmy Spart, 

Phaſe chief Delight's the Play-houſe or the Part; 

Their Mit, their Learning, all their Store of Senſe, 

1s ſumm'd up in a Steck of Impudence; 

Thus all accompliſb' d, thus enrich'd---ariſe 

Their Bows, much Talk---in Faſhions great and wiſe ; 

While others not to Mode ſo much confin'd, | 

{ha Bucks I mean) yet ſtill an odder Kind, 
an Quixote like, at once our Sport and Pity, 

They range around the Confines of the City; 


| "Hh 
Arm'd 


| PROLOGUE. 
| Arm'd wiih their Clubs all Dangers they defy, 
U Though they their Courage ſeldom care to try; % 
2 Their. boafted Valour s but a mere Pretence, ' 
| As Fortune often makes the Man of Senſe. 
The SPOUTERS next=--a noiſy bluſP ring Tribe, 
Who, Madmen like, each Paſſion do deſcribe, 
Alike to Wit and Nonſenſe they preſume, 
And all the Follies of the Age e, i 
To all beſide the Feſt and Ridicule 
Of every Fop, and vain concerted Fool. | 
The Lavine now--=but huſh---the lovely Fair | 
Our Author hopes will nat u__ him here, 
Their kind Indulgence tis he hopes to find, 
Beauty to Youth doth ſeldom prove unkind. 


Dramatis 


- 
4 


Dramatis Perſon. 
Sir Roger Lovemuch, 
5 \ Guardian to Silvia. 
Mr. Henry, his Brother, 


Mr. Buskin, deſigned by Sir Roger for Silvia's 
Huſband. < 


Mr. Arifut, Friend to Mr. Buskin. __—- 


Florimond, a Poet favoured by Mr. Henry, 
a Perſon of Contrivance, 


Mr Jones, Friend to Florimond, in Love with 
Silvia. 


Finikin, a Fop vain of his Perſon, a Preten: 
der to Silvia. 


Silvia, in love with Mr. Jones. 


Betty, her Maid. | 


= 
2 N 8 S 
1 2 0 DJ? ID 
125 ' \ 
7 . 4 
x Soren S 
i - % 74 : 
* S ON I W 277. U = -: - # 
— 1 44 . 2 N a ＋ 4 W 4 Wo 
» ID & 7 > WH" bs - 
j 2 —— * . \v —_ 
[ 5 5 
„* 0 — -, 


ACTI SCENE LI. 
Enter Sir Roger Lovemuch and Mr. Henry. 


Sir ROGER. 


RA Brother don't adviſe me, 
2 0 am older than you, conſe- 
uently wiſer; and, I ſay 

Henry. And I ſay, Brother, 

5 | have as much Right to diſ- 
poſe of Sylvia, as yourſelf ; nor ſhall ſhe ever 
be married unleſs it be to Florimond. 

Sir Roger. Nor will I ever give my Con- 
ſent unleſs it be to Mr. Buſktin : Say what 
you will, he is a Perſon of moſt refined Ta- 
lents; the Eſſence of the immortal SHA _ 
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Works is engraved on his Memory; and 


were you to ſearch the World through you 
could not find his Equal. 

Henry. I am ſure I could not in Vanity 
and Selt-Conceitedneſs—A ridiculous Fool !— 
A Fool! marry I know not which is the 
greateſt, he or you. | 

Sir Roger. Be what I will Brother, I 
am your Superior in every Thing——You 
for your Part want to marry her to a PoE T, 
with his heroic and paſtoral Stuff. She too 
is to be a Siſter Muſe, I ſuppoſe? That when 
his Spirits flag ſhe may help him out; and ſo 
when they ave ſpent their Fortunes and are 
weary of the World, they will retire into 
ſome old duſty Garret to ſpend the Remain- 
der of their Days in Devotion and Quiet- 
neſs. A very fine Scheme indeed 

Henry. And you deſign truly to make a 
Player her Huſband, or rather a pretended 
Player, who with his bullocking Voice and 
long Strides has already gained your Heart, 


which forſooth, are fine Airs, noble Ac- 


compliſhments—— Tes! yes! Shew him to 
the Girl in his mock Pomp and Glory, 


and in the Language of Mark Anthony, or 


ſuch ſoft Buſkin Rant, let him make his Ad- 
dreſſes to her, ſhe will ſoon be in Love with 
him I warrant you——But then, what are 
your Playhouſes? Why, the Floodgates of 
Damnation, no better. Ah! Brother ! Bro- 
ther! 

Sir Roger. [ Mocking him.] Ah! Brother! 
Brother! I ſuppoſe thy Poet had his laſt new 
Piece damned, ſo has inſtructed thee to rail 

| thus 


| 
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thus for Revenge. Why, thou old Fool, 
the Playhouſe is the School of good Manners, 
where Vice and Folly are repreſented in their 
true Light; and where, it you pleaſe, you 
may ſee your own, and learn to behave bet- 
ter. 

Henry. Behave! fure I know how to be- 
have as well as yourſelf. But harkee Bro- 
ther, haſt thou enquired how rich thy young 
Spark is? Ha! ha! ha! — Tou can ſee as far 
into a Millſtone as another, ha! ha! ha! — 
Dear Brother, in profound Reverence to yqur 
ſuperior Wiſdom, I moſt humbly take my 
Leave, ha! ha! ha! Exit laughing. 
Sir Roger. Unmannerly Puppy! But 

Fl be revenged: I love Silvia, and rather 
than be ſubject to ſuch an old Fool Il give 
her Five Thouſand Pounds to make up her 
Fortune, if ſhell marry Mr. Buſſtin. By 
this Time perhaps he is come to Tow n. 


Adod, III go to Mr. Artful and fee. ¶ Exit. 


— — OI | | 
SCENE I. Draws and diſcovers 
K Artcful /tting at a Table. 


Artful. Here, Drawer! 


Enter — 
Drawer. Sir. NT | 
Artful. If Sir Roger Lovemuch or Mr. 
Begſtin enquire for me, ſhew them up. 
Drawer. Yes, Sir. [ Exit Drawer. 
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Artful along, 

Artful. If our Scheme ſucceeds our F or- 
tunes will be made, and Heaven be praiſed, 
we have a rare Fool to deal with, Sir Roger 
is ſo great a Novice that he thinks Buſtin to 
be a Man of vaſt Conſequence, and that it 
will be an Honour. to himſelf, as well as to 
the Lady, if ſhe will but marry him. But 
Sildia, I am afraid, has too much Senſe to 
be-ſo groſsly impoſed on However, we can 
but try, Faint Heart never won Fair Lady, 
as the Proverb ſays, and, I confeſs, I think 
it has a good Face, if Sitvia's Heart. is not 
engaged, for my Friend Buſtin is a pret 
Fellow enough, and makes a very genteel 
Appearance: "Beſides, as Sir Roger is ſo fond 
of Players, it happens very lucky that my 
Friend's Genius is inclined that Way. — It 


may prove to our Advantage; for if © our 


Plot fails, the Stage will be a Refuge. 
But let me ſee, theſe Letters may help 
greatly, and the Appearance of my Friend, 2 
as juſt come out of the Country, is no bad 

Contrivance. But here Sir Roger comes. 


Enter Sir Roger. 

Sir Roger. Dear Mr. Artful your ' moſt 
humble Servant. 

Artful. Dear Sir Danes I am glad t to ſee 
you, I hope you are well. 

Sir Roger. Pretty /well I thank you. — 
Hand me a Glaſs of Wine, Good Sir [ He 
drinks.) Though I muſt confeſs I am a little 
VERT. 


Artful, 
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Artful. At what, Good Sir? 

Sir Roger. Why my Brother, like an old 
Fool as he is, wants to ny Silvia to Flo- 
rimond the Poet. 

Artful. Ha! I like not that 2 de.] 10 
deed! I think he's much to blame, not only 
in propoſing ſuch a Thing, but alſo in daring 
to contradict a Perſon of your Senſe and 
Judgment. 

Sir Roger. Very true, Mr. Artful, very 
true; fure I ought to know better than he.— 
Mr. Buſkin is a God, when compared to 
Florimond. — But when do you mo him 1 * 
Town Mr. Artful? 

Artful. Every Moment, Sir: This Mor: 
ning I received a Letter from him, with this 
cloſed, which he deſired 1 would communi- 
cate to you. 

Sir Roger. To me, Mr. Artful! — Good 
Man! — Pray read it, 1 long to know what 
*tis about. 

Artful. This. Letter, Sir, was ſent Mr. 

Buſkin ſince he left Oe by a particular 


Friend of his. The Contents are as 
follow. 2. 


[ He reads the Letter. l 


« Dear Sir. | 


It is with Pleaſure I inform you, that 
*£. ſince you left the Country, no leſs than ten 
Ladies of Fortune have openly declared 
their Affections for you, —your Senſe 


Sir Roger. — Ay, he has a Deal of Senſe, 
and 'tis very ſublime too. 


Artful, “ And your noble Behaviour— 
Sir 
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him but muſt admire him. 
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Sir Roger. — Very true, tis very noble 
and magnificent. 

Artful. © Is ſo charming 

Sir Roger. —lt is inchanting —raviſhing. 

Artful. © And is fo admir'd.” 

Sir Roger. Admir'd! —— None can ſee 
— Ha! here he 
comes, ye Gods! with what an Air. 


Enter Buſkin. | 

Baſkin. . Sir Roger, your moſt obedient— 

I am glad to ſee — dear Friend I hope 
you are well? 

Sir Roger. Moſt noble Sir, welcome. to 

London, Ten Thouſand Times welcome—l1 


am glad you are come. 


Buſtin. Why, what is the Matter? O 

tell me quick 

That my ſwift Sward may find . th'Offender 
out, 

And do thee ample Juſtice.* 

_ Artful. Dear Mr, Buſtin, you miſtake Sir 
Roger—no Accident has Cad, he is only. 
anxious becauſe his Brother has refuſed his 
Conſent for you to marry Silvia. 

Buſiin. As to that, Sir Roger, I would 
not have you think I am ardent for it— I 
could, were it my Pleaſure, . every Day have 
as beautiful Ladies as Miſs Silvia, with For- 
tunes much ſuperior——But no, I ſcorn to 
ſtoop ſo low, to be ſo ſordid as for Intereſt 
to give up my Honour; beſides, I muſt con- 
feſs I adore the lovely Silvia, 

Ta 
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To hear her talk is Muſic ro my Ear, | 

I'm all Attention to each precious Word; 

Bleft with her Sight my Heart's in Tranſport 
toſt, 

My Soul is raviſh'd, and my Senſes loſt. 

Sir Roger. Why, what a Speech is here 
it charms my very Soul— Ah! could J have 
talked thus when I was Young, I ſhould not 
have ſighed ſo long as I did for my Wife— 
Ah! ſhe was very cruel, I courted her five 
Years; and 'ere any Body belonging to me 
ſhould ſerve a man ſo, Pd—I'd—I know not 
what I would do to her. | D 

Artful. How raptur'd the old Fool is. [ 2/de: 

Sir Roger. Ah! my Brother is a blind, 
obſtinate, fooliſh old Fellow, but I do not 
care, for I am determined that you only ſhall 
be Silvia's Huſband; and though he has re- 
tuſed his Conſent, by which ſhe is deprived 
of half her Fortune, yet I will myſelf give 
her five Thouſand Pounds to make it up, 
and you ſhall be married To-morrow Morn- 
ing, if, dear Sir, you will condeſcend to do 
me ſo much Honour A fine Youth 


* 


A very pretty Fellow O he will make her 
a charming Huſband. abe. 


Baſkin. No Apologies Sir Roger, ſuch 
Gentlemen as you I ſhall ever revere—— Men 
of Senſe and Diſcernment *twill be my greateſt 
Delight ever to obey, ed 


Sir Roger. Dear Sir Dear Sir, you-— 


Enter Finikin. 

Finikin. Dear Sir, your moſt obedient. 
[Sir Roger Frowns?) What makes the good 
Man 
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Man frown? I'm ſure my Perſon's not fo 
diſagreeable, nor do imagine when you know 
my Buſineſs, you'll think that diſagreeable ei- 
ther. —In ſhort Sir, I have Five Hundred a 
Year, and am allowed by all to be a Man of 
Taſte in my Dreſs. —In ſhort Sir, in every 
Individual about me, as, if you pleaſe to ſur- 
vey me around, [turning about] you may ob- 
ſerve. 


Sir Roger. Good God! What's all this to 
me ? 

Finikin. All this to you Sir In ſhort, I 
think *tis a great deal. | Seeing Buſkin.] Dear 
Sir, pardon me, I did not obſerve you. 

Buſkin. As yet unknown to me, how dare 

you Sir, | 
T'intrude on our Diſcourſe 

Finikin. Hey-day! Hey-day! Who is 
this? He talks in Heroics, ſome Player I ſup- 
poſe Sure *tis not Mr. Mr. E- 
gad it certainly 1s Dear Sir to be ſeen be- 
hind the Scenes, or in the Green Room any 
Night with you will be the higheſt Favour 
you can confer on your moſt obedient very 
humble devoted Servant, Tom Finikin. 

Buſcin. Thou art a Wretch. | 

Finikin. | Not hearing him. | Dear Sir, no 
Apology—'twill be the higheſt Favour—in- 
deed Sir—in ſhort it will. 

Bauſcin. Vain Man, away. 

Artful. Impertinent Coxcemb |! 

[eExeunt Buſkin and Artful. 

Finikin. {Not minding them turns to Sir 
Roger. ] But to return Sir — You muſt know 
that I have a long time, Ah! ah! ah! 

| ' Upon 
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Upon my Soul, Sir, my Modeſty is ſo great 
that I cannot tell you. | 
Sir Roger. © Surely the Man's mad. [| aide. 
Do you mean to make a Jeſt of me, Sir ? 
Finitin. O Dear Sir don't imagine I would 
be guilty of ſuch ill Manners. —— My Buſi- 
neſs, not to detain you in Suſpence any lon- 
ger, is—15—1 ſuppoſe you gueſs what it is? 
Sir Roger. Not I indeed. What a Fool 
it is! | [ a/tde, 
. Finikin, Ah! dear Sir, you only plead Ig- 
norance to torture your poor humble. Ser- 
van Have a little Mercy on me, and 
ſpare my Bluſhes. 
Sir Roger. Sir, I know not what you 
mean; pray explain yourſelf——1 ſhan't ſtay 
to hear your Nonſenſe much longer, I aſſure 
you. [ a/ide. 
Finikin, Why, then to proceed, Sir, in 
ſhort I want want e 
Sir Roger. Sir, I ſhall leave you and your 
Wants together, and am your humble Ser- 
Vant. | 
 Finikin. O dear Sir ſtay!—I want your 
Conſent to marry the beautiful Silvia, your 
charming Ward; and to refuſe me may be of 
very bad Conſequence, it may break my 
Heart, Sir, in ſhort it may. 5 
Sir Roger. As to your Requeſt, Sir, were 
I not already engaged you ſhould be the laſt 
Perſon to whom I would give it. 

[ Exit Sir Roger. 
Finikin. Hey-day | — What an old Fool 
this is to refuſe ſuch a beautiful Perſon as me, 
and Five Hundred a Year———Egad, I'll viſit 
C 79 Silvia 
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. $itvia herſelf next I warrant I ſhall ſucceed 
5 with her. 

My Beauty, Wit and Senſe will all conſpire 
T inflate: her Heart with Hive and ſoft Deſire. 
* Exit. 
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SCEN E III. 


n Artful and Bufkin. 
Artful. Had not that impertinent Cox- 
1 comb interrupted us we en have anos. 25h 
1 ed the Scene. 
or. Buſkin. Regard it not, my Friend, all 
will yet ſucceed, Sir Roger is fired, and- will 
remain immoveable as F ez rel is 
his 1 Pauſe! 14>. 

Artful., Ay, and a very faſhionable one 
too; that — Scandal was never more in 
vogue. Tis the Delight of the Age to con- 
tradict every Thing that has the Appearance 

of Truth —. — Common- Senſe and Religion 
are counted ſuch 1 rifles, that to ridicule and 
explode them is become the higheſt Diver- 
hon. 

Buſkin. For us 1 00d Example, 

Artful. True, my Friend When Peo- 
= are in Love with Folly, tis then we reap 

a golden Harveſt And may no dire Mit. 
chance defeat or blaſt the glorious Proſpect. 

Buſtin. You ſurely cannot fear, the Va- 
Tiant never do. „„ 
Ariful. As to that, Mr. Bizſtin, I muſt 
confeſs I like not Mr. Henry's propoſing Flo- 
rimend for Stex Huſband, FTborimond is ny 

ſubt 


v WW FT CTy* 


3 
PU 
1 
$3 
5 
. 
4 
8 
N 
90 
. 


- * A — NT 5 


The DPouzgLE REVENGE. 14 
Tubtle, | cunning Perſon, and who knows but 


the Deceivers may be deceived. 


Buſzin. From which you would 10605 he'll 


be a Match for us. — O! what a Thought is 


that; can you think that ſuch a ſenſeleſs 
Wretch as he can do us ill. I'm proof againſt 
Ten Thouſand Schemes, though all at once 
they ſhould bine,“ to work my. Over- 
throw. | 
. hough dreadful, as. Fove's Thunders they 
ſhould roll, | 

Stedfaſt and'firm PII all their Pow rs.controul, 
Artful... Bravely reſolv'd my Friend. You 
have inſpird me with new Life; to your 
Conduct I Tubmit it all! Give me my Orders 
and they ſhall be obeyed. 

 Buskin, Go Pg to Sir Noger's, and let 
not the leaſt Obſervation that may occur ta 
our Advantage eſcape his Notice.—Preſs him 


to make the Agreement, that's the principal 
Thing.— 75 be with you preſently. 
Hoy. Ho | N [Exenrt — 


SCENE IV. 


Aue F lorimond and Mr. Jane, 
Florimond. Come, come, Mr. Jones, no 
diſſembling, I plainly ſee by your being ſo 
penſive ſomething diſturbs you, and I inſiſt, 
at the Friendſhip you- profeſs to me is ſincere, 
to tell the Cauſe. 
TPO Dear #lor:mond don't be ſo preſs- 
„you know I love and eſteem you, nar 
would hide any thing from. you; but why 
C 2 mould 
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ſhould I make my friend uneaſy by telling 1 


him my Follies. / 

Florimond. Nay Mr. Jones, no Trifling; 
you cannot (be it what it will) make me more 
uneaſy than by keeping me in Suſpence, my 
Fears may make me ſuffer ten Times more 
than the real Cauſe itſelt, were it known. 

Jones. That may be true I own, but if I 
tell you, you'll only laugh at me. 

Florimond. Laugh at you! Then you 
ſuppoſe I make the Follies of my Friends 
my Diverſion—Very fine, indeed ! | 

Jones. Don't be angry, Florimond—— To 
tell you the Truth, I am in love. 

Florimond. In love! Ha! ha! ha! Love 

make a man ſo penſive! ha! ha! ha! 

Jones. I knew you would laugh at me; 
but it is not ſo flight a Matter as you think. 

Florimond. Well, well, let's hear—-Who 
is ſhe ?——Of what Rank and Quality ?---— 
Where does ſhe live ? What's her Name? 

Fones. Not quite ſo faſt, and I'll tell you 
all——You, perhaps, may be ſo good as to 

aſſiſt me 
Horimond. What to run away with her ? 

Jones. No, no, I do not intend that--— 
| But you muſt know ſhe's under the Com- 
1 mand of two Guardians, and cannot marry 
without the Conſent of both Or if ſhe 
Florimond. Pſhaw! Tell me who the La- 


dy is, perhaps I may know her What 
are her Guardian's Names ? 


Jones. They are Roger Lovemuch and 
his Brother, 


Florimond, 


— of 
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Florimond. Sir Roger Lovemuch and his 
Brother !—I know Mr. Henry very well-— 
Why, he 22 to me of his beautiful 
Ward, and wants me to marry her He's 
very fond of Poetry —— And you know I. 
write little Pieces now and then, with which 
he is mightily pleaſed——©O he thinks me a 
fine Genius—And if you can get Sir Roger's 
| Conſent, I dare ſay I can ſucceed with him. 
Jones. *Tis that, Florimond, which diſ- 
turbs me—Sir Roger wants Silvia to marry 
Buſkin, and is ſo intent to gain his.Ends, that 
it would be fruitleſs and to no Purpoſe to aſk 
him. 82 
Florimond. To Buſtin ſay you! To that 
conceited Fool! who pretends ſo much to the 
Art of acting, that he imagines himſelf equal 
to our beſt Players — The King of the 
Spouters In ſhort, the | | 
Jones. O! Florimond, don't be ſo ſevere, 
the Man has good Senſe and other bright 
Talents; though I muſt confeſs by his in- 
tolerable Vanity, he makes himſelt very ridi- 
culous. F 
Florimond. © Ridiculous! ay: Not to ſpeak 
of him only, but Thouſands more, who, in- 
toxicated with Plays, neglect their proper Bu- 
ſineſs, make Clubs, where they meet together 
to rehearſe Parts and Speeches of Plays; ma- 
king ſuch a Noiſe and Confuſion, and breed- 
ing ſuch Riots and Diſturbance, they often 
get themſelves into the Roundhouſe. 


Jones. Ha! ha! ha! Theſe are your 
Spouters — | 


FI ormond. 
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Florimond. And this Buſtin one of the 
principal who, void of Common Senſe, has 
got into Sir Roger's Favour, is now aiming 
to marry Silvia. Ha! here he comes, ſtep 
aſide— Il make myſelf a * Diverſion. 

[Exit Jones. 
Euler Buſkin. I 

„ Flovimend. O Mr. Buzkin your moſt bum- 
ble Servant. 

- Baskiy. Fain, Num would I avoid 
the Reſpect that's paid me wherever I go, but 
tis * impoſſible, the Luſtre of my Merit at-· 
tracts the Notice of every one. 

Florimond. How elevated be is, a vain 
Fool! [aide.] O Sir, I am proud, as every 
one muſt be, that's diſtinguiſh'd by ſo great 
a Man. And, dear Sir, if you'll but read 


this little Piece which 1 have Iſt made you'll | 


do me much Honour. 0 
Busſtin. I cannot now, becauſe Tm thought- ; 


| — am thinking, were I once to take 
the Pen in Hand myſelf, true Taſte might 


then revive; no longer ſnould we mourn the 


Want of Wit or Senſe. 


Florimond. Frue Sir, your Abilities .are 
ſo great and ſhining, that tis with Sorrow | 
J have often reflected your ſuffering yourſelf 
to be thus obſcured. . A Comedy from ſo 
maſterly a Hand as your's might ſhew the 
Worm the 


Buskin. A Comedy! doſt think 1 would 


| deſcend ſo low! — O no! by Hell and Ven- 


geance I ſcorn the Though. 
In tragic Strains.th'exalted Muſe ſhall ſoar, 
That all the World her Beauties may adore. 


Florimond, 
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Florimond. Certainly, for Sublimity of 
Thought, and Nobleneſs of Expreſſion, Tra- 
gedy is to be admird; but if like our mo- 
dern ones then indeed | 

Buskin. No, Florimond, imagine not—— 
ceaſe-to indulge a Thought I ere can be ſo 
mean. — Like the ſtrong Touches of the im- 
mortal Shakeſpear | 
Like him, I ſay, I'll raiſe a deathleſs Name, 
Like him b'enroll'd within the Liſts of Fame, 
Convince the-preſent and the future Age, 
Such Works as mine, ſuch only ſhould engage. 
Florimond. Spoke like yourſelf; and O 
indulge the Thought, the glorious ng. 99 
that I may ſoon behold the Day, the happy 
Day my Friend becomes the Darling of the 
Age! [Aide] So much for Flattery. 
Zustin. The Sincerity of your Friendſhip, 
Florimond, entitles you to my Confidence, or 
I ſhould not entruſt you to ſo great a Share of 
my Favour —For know, Sir Roger Lovemuch 
has offered the beautiful Silvia to be my Wife, 
and rather than the young Lady ſhould break 
her Heart (which were I to refuſe her ſhe cer- 
tainly would) I have conſented. —Florimond,” 
farewel, talk not to me ſo familiar as you were 
wont. | 3 Ws 
If you my future Favours would deſerve, 

On Pain of my Diſpleaſure this obſerve. 
| [ Exit Buskin. 

Florimond. Ha! ha! ha! what a ridiculous 
Fool this Buskin is, he is ſo elevated at the 
Thoughts of marrying Silvia that he thinks 
every Body below his Notice.— 


Enter 
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Enter My. Jones. 
Florimond. O Mr. Jones I have had rare 
Sport with Buskin. But have you heard 
from Silvia ſince? 

Jones. She has juſt ſent me this Letter, in 
which ſhe tells me that Sir Roger has offered to 
make her Fortune good, it ſhe'll comply with 
his Requeſt and marry Mr. Buskin. 

Florimond. An old Fool! 

Jones. A Fool indeed! but it is purely to 
revenge himſelf of his Brother who has re- 
For you mult know, 
that Silvia's Father left them both her Guar- 
dians, and made his Will, that if ſhe married 
without their Conſents, her Fortune is to 
deſcend to her Couſins. Now Sir Roger, 
not being able to gain his Brother's, has offer- 


ed to make the Deficiency good himſelf. 


Florimond. A generous Man Faith. —But 
pray what does Silvia intend to do? 

Jones. Why, that ſhe has ſent to conſult 
me about.—And I have been thinking 

Florimond. To no Purpoſe I ſuppoſe. —- 


Let me ſee. [ Mu/ing. ] 


Fones. Do, dear Florimond, contrive ſome 
Scheme. FS, : 
Florimond. Faith a good Plot —P II be a 
Lawyer for once. The 
Jones. A Lawyer! and what then? 
Florimond. What then. —Why T'll ſo con- 
trive, that you ſhall marry Silvia, have both 
her Guardians* Conſents, and trick Sir Roger 
out of the Five Thouſand Pounds. 
Jones. Ay! How? 


Florimond, 


, 
- 


vo © fe |. 
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Florimond. Why thus: You go to Silvia, 
and let her make Sir Roger believe that — 
will marry Buskin, — that done, a Lawy 

muſt be provided to make the F N 


which intend to do myſelf, 


Jones. Ay, but it will be impoſſible to 


deceive Sir Roger; he's too well acquainted 


with his Lawyer to be impoſed upon. 
Florimond. Never fear that. — I have em- 
ployed Mr. Buctram ere now, and a good 
Bribe will do his Buſineſs. — But yonder's 
Buskin, — Away ta Silvia, I'll contrive the 
reſt, and be with you directly. [Exit Jones. 
Well, this is my firſt Eilay, and Feu 
I hope, will be my Friend. 
If to your Favours I can make Pretence, 
Twill for my Pains make ample Recom- 
pence. 


The End of the firſt ACT. 
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| ſucceeds as I could wiſh. —— Then if ſhe be 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Florimond and Jones meeting. 


F LO RIM ON p. | 

8 24 Mr. Jones I Was juſt coming to 

ſeek you. ——— Have you ſeen 
Silvia? | 


Jones: I have, and told her 


with it, and will exactly obey all your Orders. 
Florimond. Very well. — But I think you 
ſay — I'll plague him a little ade] that 
Silvia has Beauty, Wit, with every other 
Accompliſhment that renders a Woman agree- 
able. x 

Jones. She has Florimond. 
Florimond. Very well Sir. 


4 


[Aide] It 


ſuch an Angel as you deſcribe her, you had 
beſt be wary. — I have a ſmooth Tongue, it 
has gain'd many a fine Lady's Heart. 

Jones, Well, well, Florimend, never fear, 
ſhe's too deeply engaged already. 

Florimond. — With your ſweet Self I ſup- 
pole Lord! Lord! the Vanity of ſome 
People!. Can you think, Sir, [Strutting and 
mimitkinoy Buſkin] that when ſhe beholds ſo 


beautiful and comely a Perſon as myſelf ſhe'll 
think of you? 


Jones. 


* 
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Jones. Well, well — | 

Hlorimond. View my Shape, Sir, th'exact 
Proportion — Why no Tongue 1s able to ex- 
preſy—Nature | in making me outdid herſelf. 

Jones. Why Florimond, you are exceſſive 
merry, and really mimic Buskin very well, but 
conſider Time 1s ſhort. 

Florimond. Well remember'd — Go then 
and prepare a Parſon, and make yourſelf 
ready to marry Silvia.—Pll to Sir Roger's and 


put my Plot in Execution directly. 


[ Exit Jones. 


Florimond alone. 

Florimond. But it ſeems ſtrange to me that 
Sir Roger ſhould think of marrying Silvia to 
ſuch a Perſon as Buskin; for to my Know- 
ledge, though he appears ſo high, his Cir- 
cumſtances are but very low. —On my Lite he 
has told the old Fool ſome damn'd Lie or 
other that he's as rich— * 


O glorious Thought! to prove him but a 


Cheat, 
Will make my great and ſweet Revenge com- 
plete! | { Exit. 
1 


— ä _ 
— 


SCENE II. 


Enter Silvia and Betty. 

Silvia. Ha! ha! ha! an excellent Plot; 
* Florimond ſucceeds, as I don't doubt but 
he will, we ſhall have rare Sport. — Let me 
ſee, ur Lovers at a Time; Mr. Buskin, he's 
Sir Roger's Choice, but Heaven I hope has 

D 2 255 deſtin d 
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| what I heard, he's good for little elſe bur to 
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deſtin'd me a more ſenſible Fool than he, or 
I ſhall have a hopeful Huſband truly. 

Betty. Indeed Madam I'm of your Mind, 
I ſhould rather marry an Agyptian Mummy 
than ſuch a fooliſh Fellow as he. — But what 
do you think of Florimond the Poet? 

Silvia. Ol as to him he's a Lover of his 
own making, and is by his own Contrivance 
to heighten the Scene with Buskin and Finikin, | 
and 1 believe him to be a ſenſible. young | 
Man. 1 
Betty. Pray proceed Madam. — What do 
you think of Mr. Finikin, whoſe Diſcourſe 
with Sir Roger we juſt now overheard? 

Silvia. As to that Fly-blow Betty, by 


be laughed at, and to make a little Diverſion, 
which is all the Uſe I ſhall make of him. 
Betty. Well Madam, but what are your 
Thoughts of Mr. Jones, I ſuppoſe he's to be 
the happy Man? 
Silvia. To ſpeak fincerely, on him it is 
my Heart is placed, nor would I delay one 
Moment to give him my Hand were I but 
Miſtreſs of my Fortune. Tis that which 
obſtructs my Happineſs, and makes me con- 
trive ſo many Ways to divert the gloomy 
Thoughts which on that Account ſo often 
diſturb me. 
| Betty. Nay Madam, what can you ap- 
prehend from that to make you uneaſy? 
Silvia. Enough IT think Though the 
Hopes of ſucceeding i in this Plot makes my 
Heart revive; for if Florimond can but ac- 
Fin his Ends, my Joy will be com- 
| pleat: 
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pleat: Then at once I'II end all Diſputes, 
and give my Hand to Mr. Jones; for ſhould 
1 delay it, perhaps ſome unlucky Chance 
may overturn and ruin what ſo long we have 
laboured to obtain—--Human Affairs are all 
uncertain, what we moſt prize we ſooneſt. 
loſe, and when we think we are ſecure and 
happy, ſome dire Misfortune ſgon convinces 
us of the contrary. 
Betty. Very true, Madam, I applaud 
= Reſotution Mr. Jones is a Man of 
erit, and whom no Maid, though ne'er ſo 
COYs need to be aſhamed to own a Paſſion 
Or. | 
Silvia: True, Betty: Beſides, I am con- 
vinced of his Truth and Sincerity and 
am ſure he muſt be the Man whom I ſo much 
admired long ago, though I have no Reaſon 
to think ſo, as his Name was Smith, and as 
contrary in every Thing to Mr. Jones, as 
Light is to Darkneſs. He was extravagant 
and abandoned to all the Vices of the Age— 
And Mr. Jones the beſt of Men! So prudent 


and wiſe: in all his Conduct, that few I 


believe, are his Equals; yet never did 1 
behold two more alike But let us go in, 
I hear ſomebody coming this Way. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Mr. Henry and Florimond. 
Henry. Don't tell me of this or that— If 
you won't marry Silvia yourſelf, I inſiſt on 
your forming ſome Scheme to prevent her 
being married to Buſkin Come, come, 

| | „ Delays 


. * * 
* 
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Delays are dangerous, my fooliſh Brother 
may ſpoil all while we ſtand conſulting here. 

Florimond. Dear Sir, have a little Patience 
and hear me Lou muſt know that hear- 
ing of Sir Roger's Deſign I diſguiſed myſelf 
as a Lawyer, and went to make the Agree- 
ments, telling him that Mr. Buckram his 
own Lawyer, whom J had bribed to Secrecy, 
was very ill, and as I was an honeſt Perſon, 
and a Friend of his, hoped he would accept 
of me, which he very willingly did I haye 
ſucceeded, and have in this Paper his own 
Conſent for Silvia to marry Mr. Jones. 

Henry. Mr. Jones ſay you! Why, ſurely 
Florimond you are mad, it cannot be true, 
though J hope it is. 

Florimond. It is indeed Sir I pre- 
tended that there was a few Miſtakes in the 
Writing, ſo deſired his Leave to take it 
home, Which he very readily granted ; and 
as I left Blanks on purpoſe, I have now in- 
ſerted the Name of Jones, inſtead of Byskin, 
by which he's tricked out of his Conſent, 
and five Thouſand Pounds beſides. - 

Henry. Dear Florimond how ſhall I make 
you Amends ? 

Florimond. By giving your Conſent too, 
by which Silvia will be entitled to her whole 
Fortune, and you yourſelf have a Means of 
being revenged on Sir Roger. 

Henry. | He figns the Paper. There 
And adod I am 1o glad I could almoſt jump 
over the Moon! O *twill be ſuch Sport to 
mortify the old Fool! But when are they 
to be married ? 


Florimond, 
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Florimond. Directly They only wait 
for the Accompliſhment of my Deſign; which 
now done, Þ'll go and carry the happy News 
to make them at once compleatly bleſt. 
Henry. Florimond's an admirable Man ! 
| Exeunt, 


Mr. Jones alone. 

Jones. Where can Florimond ſtay? I would 
fain ſee him 'ere I viſit Sv O how long 
each Moment ſeems when Expectation's on 
the Wing! — But who's this—— 


8 | Enter Finikin. 

Finikin, Never a Chair, nor no Coach to 
be found, curſed Misfortune | What 
a frightful Figure am I to viſit S:{via, my 
Stockings all beſpattered with Dirt—The rude 
Wind has diſcompoſed my Peruke, and with 
its Sharpneſs has made my Face look as tho 
I were drunk : And yet methinks I am very 
pretty, [ Looks in a Glaſs.) Egad, I would not 
willingly retire—ſhe has ten Thouſand Pounds 
tor her Fortune, which may make me an ac- 
compliſhed Gentleman; - beſides 'twill be a 
vaſt, O a vaſt Addition to my five Hun- 
dred a Year; Egad, I'Il e'en proceed, ſhe 
perhaps may not mind my Dreſs, though I. 
am confounded naſty to what I ſometimes am: 
And yet tnethinks even thus I am very pret- 
ty, [Viewing himſelf in the Glaſs:| 

Jones. By his Diſcourſe this ſhould be 
Finitin— I'll accoſt him Mr. Finikin your 
moſt obedient. > 


Finikin. 
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Finitin. What Mr. Jones! By my Senſe 
and Wit I am glad to ſee you. — 
Jones. O Sir! you do me too much Ho- 
nour.— But what could tempt you abroad 
ſuch a wet Day as this? | 
| {inikin. Why you muſt know Sir, I am 
oing to viſit Miſs Silvia, Sir Roger Love- 
much's beautiful Ward, with whom I am paſ- 
fionately in love, though as yet I never ſaw 
her; but as to that 'tis no Matter I am ſo 
happy with the Ladies, that they no ſooner 
behold me, but they are raviſhed with my 
beautiful Perſon, and inſtantly fall in love 
with me. | : 
Jones. But tis reported Sir, that Silvia's 
engaged already. | 
Finitin. With ſome ugly Fellow I ſup- 
poſe, who has not a Farthing in the World— 
He had beſt avoid my Preſence, or in ſhort 
it may be dangerous — This Sword coſt me 
no leſs than twenty Pieces, and it has been 
through many a brave Man's Body. 
Jones. O! I don't doubt it Sir. 
Finitin. No, no, you are a Gentleman, 
Mr. Jones But, as you was obſcrving, tis 
a naſty pickliſh Day Curſe it I ſay — It has 
ſpoilt my new ſilk Stockings; nor could 1 
get e'er a Chair or a Coach whatever But 
pray Mr. Jones be ſo good (for I know you 
love and value me) to ſpeak from your Soul, 
your very Soul, if I don't look monſtrous 
frightful. | 55 
Jones. Dear Mr. Finikin, you know I am 
your ſincere Friend; and to me you appear 


as beautiful as an Angel — Frightful ! It 
: you 
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you look frightful, what muſt I do, who am 
not half ſo nice ? Come, come, I have 
a Coach waiting, and am going to pay Sir 
Roger a little Money ; your Company will 
be very agrecable. 

Finikin. Dear Sir, I'll go with you — Bur 
firſt let me view my Shape and pretty Face— 
Beautiful as an Angel O I ſhall raviſh 
her very Soul. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Florimond. 

Florimond. Mr. Jones I ſuppoſe is gone 
to Sir Rogers I'll haſte there too, and bring 
the Plot to a Concluſion as ſoon as poſſi- 
ble. Ha! yonder's Bustin Now for a 
diverting Scene, for quarrel with him I will, 
if it be only to be revenged hereafter — Let 
me ſee theſe Verſes But I muſt follow 
him or he'll be gone. [ Extt, 


Re-enter Florimond following Buſkin. 

Buskin. Prythee, no more. 
Florimond. Give me but a hearing. 

Buskin. Take my Advice Florimond, which 
were I not obſcured, even Kings would deign 
to take | 

Florimond. And why are you obſcured ? 

Buskin. A Soul ſo great as mine mult be 
invited to the Banquet But to return 
Reſtrain your Pen, be happy, and fave it for 
a rainy Day—Believe me, a Time will come 
when you'll repent the vaſt, vaſt Profuſion of 
Pens, Ink and Paper. 88 
Florimond. PPreſenting the Verſes.] Would 
you but read them I am ſure you would ſay 


E they 
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they are ſupcrior to every Thing that See- 
ſpear ever wrote. | 

Buskin. Preſumptuous Wretch ! How dare 
you wrong my Judgment! (which never yet 
was called in Queſtion) I ſay, none ever did, 
or will ariſe to outdo Shakeſpear, unleſs it be 
myſelf. 

Florimond. Yourſelf ! Why you won't de- 
prive me of all my Abilities—Pll own you 
are the belt in acting, or if you pleaſe, Spout- 
ing; but as to your Skill in Poetry, *tis no 
better than mine in Philoſophy, and the total 
Sum of that amounts to juſt nothing 
Hear my Verſes—— 

In flow'ry Fields her Flock ſweet Silvia tends, 
And with young Colin all the Day ſhe ſpends. 

Buskin. Florimond, I tell you among Shep- 
herds and ruſtic Swains, and in paſtoral De- 
ſcriptions, you may do well enough ; but in 
ſtately Palaces among Kings, Queens and 
Princes, in all the Pomp of Grandeur you'll 
be quite obſcured : *Tis I, with my ſuperior 
Senſe and more refined Addreſs, illuſtrious 
there ſhall ſhine; a Peaſant ſtoops to every 
Body like you, whilſt I 
Like God-like Alexander view content 
The royal Captives in a neigbouring Tent 
Stalk ſtately to *em with majeſtic Brow, 
Look on the meaner Slaves as I do now. 

[Offers to go, but Florimond ſtops him.] 

Florimond. Stay Sir, your Preſumption 
muſt not go unchecked As to your ſupe- 
rior Senſe, I would not give you this trifling 
Piece of Paper for all the inexhauſtible Store 
which you can boaſt — And as to your Man- 

ners, 


* 
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ners, I would ſooner prefer the homely Pea- 
ſant's before, dear Sir, [Sncering.] the great 
Mr. Buskin's. 

Buskin. Florimond, you know not who I 
am, nor will I ſtay to hear you longer talk. 
Perſons of my exalted high Degree 
Demean themfelves by Rocping unto thee : 
Earth ſhould be ſilent when Jove's Thunders 

roll, 
And Homage paid to my ſuperior Soul. 
[ Exit Buſkin, 

Florimond. Ha! ha! ha! Excellent well! 
If the Reft of the Farce prove but as enter- 
taining, I ſhall not repent the Time which I 
ſpent in contriving it; and *twill be my great- 
eſt Delight to mortify the Pride of that inſo- 
lent Puppy Now T'll go to Sir Roger's 
and compleat my Deſign, by the Marriage 
of Mr. Jones and Silvia. [ Exit. 


Enter Mr. Jones and Silvia. 

Jones. Your kind Compliance to make 
me the happieſt of Men, o'erpays me all my 
Cares—— #Florimend, I make no Doubt, will 
ſucceed with Mr. Henry, and then To 
call you mine will be the Summit of all my 
Wiſhes. 

Silvia. I do not doubt your Love, and 
believe it equal to my own, therefore *twou'd 
be Folly and Madneis to be cruel to myſelf, 
which were 1 to you, I greatly ſhould. 

Jones. Thou lovely Maid! O let me 
thank thee thus! ¶ Keeling and kif/ing her Hand] 

Silvia. O riſe Sir, too well you know my 
Heart But be not thus tranſported Our 


E 2 Hopes 
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Hopes may yet be daſhed—Fortune often flat- 
ters us, but to render us ſtill unhappy. 

Jones. Your kind Concern *tis makes you 
thus ſo fearful—But ceaſe to indulge a Thought 
of ought but 1.ove and Joy. 


Enter a Servant. 

Servant. Sir, here's Mr. Florimond. 

Jones. I'll wait on him. [| Exit Servant. 
O Silvia, tis now we. go to know our 
future Fate And my Heart tells me *tis 
propitious 
Thus bleſt with thee, I envy not the Great, 
Their Wealth, their Power, or. all the Pomp 

of State, 
Rewarded thus by Love, my Joys are all 
compleat. 


[ Exeunt. 


The End of the Second ACT. 
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ACT m SCENEL 


Enter Florimond and My. Jones. 


FLORIMOND. 


R. Jones, I wiſh you Joy with 
& all my Heart: Now you are 
married, with what Delight 
Fo 5 Wer will you look back on all the 
MCP Dangers which ſo lately threat- 
ened your Happinels ; ; like as the Soldier 
when the Wars are o'er, eſcaped from every 
Wl, his chief Delight is to recount and tell 
the hazardous Attempts, the painful Toils, 
and all the various Dangers he has paſt, ſe- 
cure in Safety, with conſcious Pleaſure he 
ſmiles upon them all O ſtill may Heaven 


continue its Bleſſings, and crown your Lives | 


with Joy and Peace. 

Jones. Dear Florimond, I thank you To 
you I owe it all, and how to make a Re- 
compence * 

Florimond. Pſhaw! no more of that The 
Perſon who cannot do a good Act without 
the Hopes of Reward, I look upon to have 
a mean Soul But come, tis Time 


now to rectify all Miſtakes, which we may 


Still let 
Silvia 


make very amuling, as thus — 


— 
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Silvia receive the Addreſſes of Mr. Buskin, 
and when they are together let Finikin be in- 
troduced ; and when you fee a fit Opportuni- 
ty, ſtep in yourſelf to aſſert your Right—To 
ſee the Confuſion of the Fools will be the 
higheſt Diverſion———- But go to Silvia and 
tell her our Deſign; the ſooner Matters are 
brought to a Concluſion the better. 
Jones. Dear Florimond, I'Il go directly. 
[ Exit Jones. 
3 Thus ſhall T have an Oppor- 
tunity of being amply revenged for all the 
Inſolence of that vain-glorious Fool Buskin— 
Mr. Henry too will have the ſame of Sir Ro- 
ger. PII go directly, and inſtruct him how 
to behave. | [ Exit. 


Enter Sir Roger. 

Sir Roger. Where can Mr. Buskin ſtay ? 
I ſuppoſe he's dreſſing himſelf to compleat 
his Conqueſt— Ah! he's a pretty Fellow, Sil- 
via will bleſs my Care when ſhe knows what 
a Man he is Ah!] to ſee him repreſent the 
Earl of Eſſex, or Caſtalio, or Faffeir, how fine it 
is! Such a Noiſe he does make, it charms 
my very Soul Ha! yonder he is, adod, 
as fine as a King. | Exit. 


Enter Silvia and Betty. 

Betty. Now you are married Madam, I 
hope you are eaſy. 
Silvia. I am Betty. — Every Thing has 
ſucceeded as I could wiſh; even the Attempts 
of Buskin I can forgive as they have all con- 
duced to compleat my Happineſs, —All that's 
now 
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now to come 1s to reconcile Matters with my 
Guardians, which, as Florimond has contriv'd, 
will be very entertaining. 

Betty. Indeed Madam I think it will, and 
if you could make Buskin and Fini kin quarrel, 
*twill be a Means of rendering the Scene more 
diverting yet. | 
Silvia. Why, as you ſay. I think it will. — 
Yonder's Buskin coming. —Away, and when 

you ſee a proper Time introduce Finikin. 
[Exit Betty. 


Enter Buſkin dreſt in a very grand Manner. 

Buskin. Madam, your moſt obedient— 
Sir Roger informs me of your Compliance to 
make me the happieſt of Men—How to repay 
ſuch Goodneſs is beyond my Power But 
believe me, my future Life and Service ſhall 
be devoted to your Pleaſure. 

Silvia. Sir, as for a Proof of your Love I 
ſhall only requeſt this—That you'll rid me of 
a ridiculous Coxcomb who has the Impudence 
to make Love to me, when to my Knowledge 
I never before ſaw his Face. 


;  Buskin, Come when he will, he ſoon ſhall 
ee L 


Enter Finikin. 

Finikin. Dear Sir, your moſt obedient. 
[To Silvia] Dear Ma'am, pardon this Intruſion, 
and permit me to expreſs | She turns away] — 
She does not mind me I am ſo confounded 
naſty. [ Aſide] 

Buskin 
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Bustin. Unthinking Wretch! how dare 


you to intrude | 

Upon a Lady's private Meditations; 
Tremble and depart, or by the Gods 
Pl lay a Scene of Blood 

Shall make this Dwelling horrible.“ 
Finitin. A very fine Speech, and very 
elegantly ſpoken.— But, dear Madam, pardon 
my Boldneſs, which is owing to your Beauty, 
for believe me ſince the Day | firſt beheld you, 


I have been all over Flames, Fires and Rap- 
tures.— 


Silvia. O dear Sir 

Buskin. Impudent Fellow, do you mean 
to affront the Lady? 
Once more I ſay depart 
Or if preſumptuous you do dare to ſtay, 
I'll wreak Revenge by ſome uncommon Way. 
_ Finikin. Hey-day! Revenge! What I 
ſuppoſe Sir, you are a Suitor to this Lady, ſo 
becauſe I am more beautiful than yourſelf, 
and likely to gain the Lady's Heart, you in- 
tend to kill me for Revenge—But—by my 
Snufi-box Madam, I think the Man's mad. 

Silvia. Weil Gentlemen, you ſhall not 
lay I act unhandſome, I will only propoſe 
this — That he whoſe Love is real and ſincere, 
and beſt 8 it, ſhall at once determine 
my Choice 


Buskia. A very fair Propoſal—and for me 
will be a ſhining Scene. 


Stand off— ä 
Words are but vain, and Language is but 

Poor, 
T'expreſs how much your Beauties J adore; 
* ORPHAN, By 
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By all the Gods I ſwear it is in vain, | 


My great and boundleſs Paſſion to explain. 
Tinitin. Madam, as for a Proof of my 
Paſſion, I ſhall only tell you, that *twas for 
Love of me that Miſs Giggle and Miſs Grin 
broke their Hearts, and for your divine 
Charms I have refuſed no leſs than Sixty La- 
dies, who love and doat upon me almoſt to 
Diſtraction.— In ſhort, 
Thou lovely Maid, whom I fo much adore, 
Pl lay me down and die—I can't do more. 
Silvia. O dear Sir, if you'll do that you 
cannot oblige me more. 3 

Finitin. O dear Madam, I only ſpeak 
by Way of Simile— “tis not faſhionable to do 
as we ſay tis vulgar and Men of Senſe and 
Taſte utterly diſdain it. . 
Silvia. Why then I doubt Sir, your Paſſion 
is but a faſhionable one. = 

Finikin, O dear Madam, you miſtake 
me—lI am no vain Pretender What I ſaid, 
was only to let you know my Merits, by 
which you might form a Judgment how hap- 

y we ſhall be when we are married. 

Silvia. A happy Pair indeed. 
Finikin. In ſhort we ſhall. = You have 
Wit and Beauty—T have Senſe and am a Man 
of Taſte—You can ſing and dance I can do 
the ſame. In ſhort, we ſhall be the Envy 
and Admiration of the whole World, 

Silvia. O raviſhing! 

Finikin. Enchanting— delightful! 

Buskin, Hell and Confuſion! ſhall I tame- 

.. --- by ee 
An abject Wretch thus gain the Victory. 


Le 
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[ He goes up to Finikin, who taking Snuff 
laughs at him. | 

Gods! who are you that dare thus to intrude? 
Caitiff avaunt! and tremble to be rude. 

Finikin. Rude! by my Snuff-box I think 
1 are rude, Do you mean to affront me 

ir 

Buskin. Affront you! — *Sdeath and Hell 
Pl be revenged. [He draws, and with his 
Sword knocks Finikin's Snuff box out of bis 
Hand.] 
Finitin. | Recovering himſelf.) Why what 
an impudent Fellow you are Egad, he 
has more Impudence than myſelf, and that's 
a Wonder too. aide. 


Silvia. I can contain myſelf no longer, 
Laide.] Ha! ha! ha 


Enter Florimond and Mr. Jones laughing. 
Florimond. Ha! ha! ha! What is the Mat- 
ter? Lou ſeem a little diſordered. 

Finitin. Diſordered — Why the Man' $ 
mad—mad all over—very mad. 

Florimond. Heyday! mad! let us take 
Care of the Gentleman, But, ere we pro- 
ceed, let us appeal to the Lady, ſhe perhaps 
may inform us better. 

Silvia. Why really the Caſe is very plain, 
both theſe Gentlemen would fain convince me 
that they are in Love with me. 

Fones. How! make Love to my Wife! 

Finitin. Jilted, by my Soul! [afide. ] 

Buskin. Ha! is it ſo! of. How Ma- 
dam! did not Sir Roger 


Sil vi- 
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Silvia. Dear Sir, don't be angry. Lou 
cannot blame me if I am not ſo fond of you as 
Sir Roger is. Every one to their own Choice, 
this Gentleman pleaſes me——So I hope Mr. 
BuSkin———— 

Florimond. How, Mr. Buskin? Dear Sir, 
Iam glad to ſee you as I ſhall now have 
the Pleaſure to inform you, that *tis to me 
you owe the Succeſs of your Schemes with 
Sir Roger and this Lady. 

Buskin, Damnation! 

Florimond. Nay, ſtay Sir, and hear all, 
the Tale may amuſe Sir Roger tis by my 
Contriyance, which is owing to your own Fol- 
ly, that this Lady is married to my Friend, — 
And had not Succeſs attended my Deſigns, be 
aſſured I would, as *tis in my Power, have 
diſcovered all your Secrets But I ſcorn to 
inſult you, altho* you deſerve it. | 

Silvia. Dear Mr. Buskin, before you go,--- 
accept of my Thanks. 

Buskin. Inſulting, faithleſs Woman, 
Your Sex was made to damn the World. 
Woman, the Fountain of all human Frailty ! 
Deſtructive, damnable, deceitful Woman 
Woman to Man firſt as a Bleſſing giv'n, 
When Innocence and Love were in their prime; 
Happy a-while in Paradiſe they lay, | 
But quickly Woman long'd to go aſtray, 
Some fooliſh new Adyenture needs muſt prove, 
And the firſt Devil ſhe faw, ſhe chang'd her 
Love, | 
To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin'd 
Her Soul, and for an Apple damn'd Man- 

kind“. [ Exit, 
* Orynan, F 2 Florimond. 
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N Florimond. Ha! ha! ha! a true Bus in, 
4 and has made a very graceful Exit.— By his 
Example we may learn how ridiculous ſuch 
Follies make us that, though favoured 
and countenanced by ſome, yet to every Per- 
ſon of Senſe, and Underſtanding, the Jeſt and 
Ridicule. As for you Mr. Finikin, your 
Succeſs with this Lady I hope has taught a 
uſeful Leſſon. 
Finikin. It has indeed Mr. Florimond, 
though I mult confeſs I cannot rightly com- 
prehend it. 3 
Florimond. Let me tell you then. — 
Hereafter, think not with Words void of 
Senſe, and vain Boaſtings at the Expence of 
Truth, to captivate the Fair——Endeavour to 
7 reform yourſelf of thoſe Follies, which, *tis 
4 true, moſt of the Youth of this Age ſeem 
/ to be in Love with. —They imagine the 
7 Character of a Gentleman conſiſts in Nothing 
; elſe but in following every Faſhion of the 
5 Age though never ſo ridiculous and oppoſite 
17 to common Senſe — Blinded by Vanity, they 
* \ neither can or will ſee their Error. © 
| Finitin. What a Brute, he'd make us all 
Clod-hoppers. [afide] 3 
Florimond. O now the Plot thickens, here 
come Sir Roger and Mr, Henry, 


Enter Sir Roger and Mr. Henry. 
Henry. Ha! ha! ha! Come along Bro- 
ther, you'll ſoon know what's the Matter, 
ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Roger. He! he! he! you are mightily 
pleaſed methinks.—O pray Mrs, Mincks, who 
| | gave 


The Douz ILIE REVZNOIE. 37 


gave you Authority to affront Gentlemen in 
my Houſe, hey 

Fone:. Softly Sir Roger, you ſeem to be 
in a Paſſion. 

Sir Roger. Well Sir, and what if I am, 
what is it to you? —Here within—Go to Mr. 
Buckram for the Agreement. — I'll. make you 
know Madam I am your Maſter now! 

Florimond. Pray be calm Sir Roger, I'm 
ſure the Lady will comply to every Thing you 
can deſire I think I have the Agreement here 
Sir, —Pleaſe to read it Mr. Jones 

Sir Roger. Hey! this is very odd. — How 
9 uy 1 Agreement Sir? 


a! ha! ha! what Brother, you 
he . 1 Mr. Varniſb? 


Florimond. O he quickly will Sir. 

Sir Roger. How's this! What! amT 
tricked then—and out of my Money too? 

Florimond. Have a little Patience Sir, and 
T'Itell you all. 


Sir Roger. Patience! damn. you for a 
Cheat. 


Henry. Ha! ha! ha! you are wiſer than me 
Brother, ha! ha! ha!—you old Fool. 

Sir Roger, Curſe and confound you all! 

| . 

Florimond. He'll grow calm when you 

come to ſettle Affairs. The Proſpect of ha- 

ving his Money remitted' will foon mate him 

eaſy — though ere you do that, I would ad- 


vite you, for his own Intereſt, to convince 
him of his Folly. 


Silvia. I do not doubt but when he's in- 
formed what 4 Cheat Buskin is, he'll be as 
much enraged at him as he is now at us. 


Tones. 
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Jones. That he will, be aſſured my Dear, 
But now [To Mr. Henty. ] to you Sir I ac- 
knowledge my Gratitude, in conſenting to 
make me the happieſt of Men. — As to you 


Florimond, I know not how I ſhall make you 
Amends. ' 


Florimond. Thus it is—Ingratitude thinks 


itſelf in no Man's Debt, while a grateful Soul 


thinks it never can repay what it owes, though 
the Debt be never ſo {mall — all I ſhall requeſt 
of you is this — As I came here to ſeek after 
a Brother whom I have not ſeen or heard of 


theſe five Years— 


Jones. A Brother ſay you! 

Florimond. Yes a Brother, why do you 
ſtart ?— 

Jones. Pray proceed. 

Florimond. Well then you muſt know— 
when he was young that, falling into wicked 
Courſes, after he had diſobliged Ii his Friends, 
and ſpent the beſt Part of his Fortune, he 
went abroad — where he may be for ought I 
know to this Day. 

Jones. To what End then is your Search 
after him? 

Florimond. T heard by a Friend that he was 
here, and though I do not believe it, yet 
having little elſe to do, I have &en taken a 
Trip to ſee. — Though I doubt I ſhall return 
but "little wiſer for all the Enquiries I have 
made. 

Jones. And ſhould you really be glad to 
find him? 8 | 

Florimond. Yes, and with open Arms would 
receive him. Were he cloathed in Rags, help- 

leſs 
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leſs and friendleſs, I would give him his Birth- 
right and be content with my Share. 

Jones. You ſurprize me indeed, ſuch Bro- 
thers as you are very rare to be found. —Moft 
Men now-a-days would in ſuch a Caſe rejoice. 
— They would look upon their Brother as a 
poor Exchange for any Part of their Fortunes. 
Florimond. That may be true Mr. Jones 
but never will I be guilty of ſuch Ingratitude. 
I would, were he here preſent x 
Jones. I can hold no longer! — Thou beſt. 
of Brothers! let me embrace thee. | | 

Florimond. You my Brother! why is not 
your Name Jones? „ 

Jones. To convince you at once my Name 

is Smith. 
Florimond. Then you are he indeed! 
O bleſſed Day! that firſt we met. 
Jones. O happy Day indeed! 
Finikin. Faith this is droll enough! 
Silvia. Heavens! what a Turn is here. 
Florimond. My Heart's ſo full of Joy 1 
know not how to ſpeak But tell me quick, 
what was your Reaſon for changing your 
Name. | 

Fones. The Cauſe was this. Long be- 
fore I went abroad I fell in Love with Silvia 
But was not then in a Capacity to make 
my Addreſſes to her, nor did I attempt it. 
When I came Home I made Enquiries after 
her, and finding ſhe was ſingle (and my Love 

{till the ſame) I reſolved to Bu my Name, 


that my former wicked Life might not be an 
Argument againſt my Attempts, (for People 
are always ſure to remember our Follies) and 
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I was certain ſhewould know me if I vent by 
my real Name, yet. aſſured I was ſo change 
in my. Perſon by the different Sum it 
would be im Mble for me to be known, yet 
a Means, if I could gain her Heart to ac- 
compliſh my. Wiſhes —— which, dear Bro- 
ther, by your Means is compleated. | 
Florimond. But why did yo ſo lon g con- 
ceal yourſelf? 

Jones. That I own, was a Pault——Bur 
forgive me, as Nothing but being ſo intent on 
gaining this lovely Maid, was the Reaſon I fa 
long deferred the Diſcovery. 

Florimond. The Goodneſs of Heaven in. 
reſtoring me the beſt. of Brothers, and in 
making me the Inſtrument of ſerving ſuch 
— Perſons is an ample Recompence for 
all my Troubles. This Day we'll dedicate to 
Mirth and Joy---And let us, as often as we 
reflect on the 1 which theſe Events have 
cauſed, conclude, 

By ſuch mean Arts who Men of Senſe would 

.* en... 

Our Pity claim Te Merit our Eſteem. 


_ [Exeunt omnes, 
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